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itself as ridiculous airs as ever impertinence did. A meet-
ing of the late Marquis's mutes was summoned at Lord
Pitzwilliam's, and it was hoped that all present would swear
allegiance to the urn of the departed, which was proclaimed
to contain all that was precious in our country. The Duke
of Eichmond was impious enough to think peace with
America preferable to those holy cinders, though they are
said to contain and to be able to convey a right of trans-
mitting the sceptre and purse of this nation to whom they
pleased, or Lord John should please; and his Lordship
pleased that the Duke of Portland should be the ostensible,
and Mr. Fox the real monarch of the Whigs, and Mr. Fox
was of the same opinion; not all the rest were. The Lords
Berkeley, Craven, and De Ferrars presumed to dissent,
and Lord Temple loudly; so nothing excepting Fox and
Burke remained in the crucible, but the ccvput mortuum*
I hope we shall have a codicil to Magna Charta produced,
for we are certainly to have a new War of the Barons,
a struggle between the King and some great peers in which
the people are to go for nothing.

Don't imagine from what I have been saying that I am
delighted on the other side; no, my good friend, I am a true
Englishman, and am much more easily dissatisfied than
pleased. I dislike the new dish that is served up, and shall
taste but a few of the old ingredients that are tossed up
again, and shall have no stomach at all to the older sauces
that will come upon table again, and for which the new
removes have made room.

Well! America and Ireland have had the sense and spirit
to assert themselves; that is great comfort. England, alias
Nova Scotia, little deserves freedom.

I know nothing certainly of the intended distribution of
places. Mr. Pitt and Lord Temple I believe are to be
Secretaries of State. became Chancellor of the
